GONE TO EARTH

ON a lovely October afternoon a post-chaise
drew up outside Fell House and from it stepped
a little short man in a brown hat.

He wore a dark brown * carrick' with many
capes, breeches of a light grey and very smart and
shining top-boots. He was something of a dandy.
He opened the gates, walked up the tiled path and
pulled the bell-rope. He walked with a slight limp.

There was complete stillness round him. The
thick, gold leaves of the trees in the garden, the
little heads of amber chrysanthemums, never
stirred in the blue air. Only the pigeons rustled
in a flock above the pigeon-house at the sound of
the bell, then settled again.

While he waited he sniffed the sharp beauty of
the autumn weather and savoured the great spaces
surrounding him on all sides. The edges of the
hills were clear as though they had been cut out of
paper. He could hear the sheep cropping on the
moor beyond the garden wall

A manservant opened the door and he inquired
for Mrs, Paris, He was shown into the hall
bathed in sun, then after a pause into the parlour,
where he stood holding his hat and looking
anxiously at the door.
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